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aware of his crudeness. So Mohamed Aziz was
almost charming that morning as he spoke of the
things he had done and had yet to do.
" Some days ago," he said after a little pause,
"I was walking home when I saw a woman look at me
I park my car away from the house and I
walk a little way to my home. She was a youngish
woman of the North India type. She was poor and
her clothes were not very good. She was sitting by
the water-tap where the servants usually come to
wash their clothes. It belonged to the building three
blocks away from where I stay I noticed her for the
first time that day, though now I am sure I had seen
her before. That day when she looked at me I looked
at her too, but she didn't turn her eyes away. And as
I went past, I felt there was something strange about
her. No woman of that class had dared to look at me
in the face. I couldn't look back because it would
be undignified, but I wanted her that day. She was
not pretty, but as she sat there, I could see she had a
fine body. There was something about her that
made me bite my lower lip. I went home that even-
ing and quietly went to bed I passed by the same
way the next day and she was there again and she
looked at me the same way and I at her and I felt
more strange and restless when I got home. But I
didn't dare to go down and speak to her. She was
probably the wife of some ckowkidar or a servant and
how would it look for me ? On the third evening
it happened all over again. Only it was a little later